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The pearls of Istanbul are silent
The 9.40 boat from Sirkeci to 
the Islands is practically empty... 
The two or three passengers on the 
upper deck are snuggling up into 
their overcoats, while the equally 
few passengers on the lower deck are 
absorbed in their newspapers... The 
seats occupied in summer by crowds 
singing and laughing or listeninig to 
tape recorders and radios are quite 
empty. It is winter, and there is prac­
tically no one on the 9.40 except the 
Islands’ residents.. It will be more or 
less the same with all the other boats 
that ply between Istanbul and the 
Islands during the rest of the day.
And that is exactly why we have 
chosen to visit the Islands in this 
season. We are eager to find out 
what the Islands, that echo to the 
shouts and laughter of thousands of 
visitors throughout the summer, are 
like on a winter day.
The boat ploughs through the 
blue and indigo water. On the right 
we can see Seraglio Point ad 
Giilhane Park, amidst the peace and 
quiet of a winter day. The captain, 
well aware of his rank and impor­
tance, greets the empty shores with 
a jovial hoot from the siren... A lit­
tle further on, Topkapi Palace 
stands in quiet dignity, dominating 
the centuries.
FIRST STOP BURGAZ
As we approach Burgaz, the 
first pearl in the Marmara string, the 
Kaşık and Sedef Islands appear on 
our right. If we add to these the 
islands of Sivriada and Yasiada, im­
mediately opposite Kalpasankaya,
The Islands and their winter beauty
Kınalı, Burgaz, Heybeliada and Büyükada which echo to the shouts and la­
ughter o f thousands o f visitors throughout the summer, are deserted during 
the winter. But tourists like the tranquillity of the islands, as well as the crowds.
Biiyukada-Istanbul
we realize that Burgaz fully merits 
its reputation as the island with a 
view of the greatest number of other 
islands.
The Burgaz landing-stage is ab­
solutely deserted except for the of­
ficials on duty. We get off, 
accompanied by one or two other 
passengers. Nothing is to be seen of 
the motor-boats that on summer 
days are moored on the left-hand 
side of the jetty waiting to take 
passengers to the beach at 
Kalpazankaya. Nor is there anything
to be seen of the horse-carriages and 
donkeys which, together with the 
motor-boats, make up the favorite 
means of transport on the island. A 
little further on a few fishermen are 
sitting in their shelter mending their 
nets and cruiously gazing at the 
passengers disembarking from the 
boat. The steamed windows of the 
coffeehouse, just opposite the 
landing-stage, would seem to show 
that it is reasonably crowded.
Burgaz is very closely associated 
with the famous short story writer 
Sait Faik, and the bust in the 
landing-stage square shows he is 
esteemed on the island where he has 
spent so much of his life. From here 
we make our way to the house which 
Sait Faik once occupied, and which 
has been converted into a museum.
In the Sait Faik Museum you 
are surrounded on one side by the 
vestiges of a life that now forms part 
of the past, while on the other there 
are revealed qualities of the artist 
that defy the passage of time. Some 
of the rooms have been preserved ex­
actly as they were when Sait Faik liv­
ed there. One cannot help being 
melancholy on seeing the writer’s pi- 
jamas lying carefully folded on the 
top of his bed. But actually this feel­
ing of melancholy pervades all the 
rooms in the house.
Leaving the Sait Faik Museum 
we make our way through green pine 
trees accompanied by the cries of the 
seagulls. One begins to long for the 
sound of a human voice, though not 
as many, perhaps, as you would hear 
on a summer’s day. The loneliness of 
Burgaz in winter urges one towards 
the first gardens of summer.
KINALI AND HEYBELİ ISLANDS
Kınalı Island is covered with 
pine forests in winter that offer an 
entire world of peace and tranquilli­
ty that one wonders how one was 
ever able to put up with the noise 
and bustle of city life. The feeling is 
intensified by the empty restaurants 
and coffeehouses along the shore. 
Kınalı is, perhaps, of all the islands, 
the most pleasant on a winter’s day. 
The winter’s reign is not, in fact, at 
all bad, apart from the closed shut­
ters that give the wooden mansions 
such an abandoned look.
Sailing out of Kınalı, the boat 
leaves a green world for an endless
the island had been utterly deserted 
by its inhabitants. Those who 
remember the stir and commotion of 
a summer’s day on the lovely road 
leading from the landing-stage to 
Değirmen Point will be absolutely 
amazed. The mall bust of Hüseyin 
Rahmi, a writer very closely 
associated with Heybeli(seems to be 
looking around trying to find a liv­
ing human being. But the sight of 
the crowded coffee-houses will soon 
make us change our minds. 
Though, of course, they are filled 
solely with Heybeli residents!
The picnic grounds with 
wooden tables and benches surroun­
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blue, and, as soon we round the 
cape, we see the island of Heybeli 
rising up in all its majesty before us.
On summer days thousands of 
people disembark here. Today, the 
landing -stage is practically empty. 
If it weren’t for the students stroll­
ing around on the grounds of the 
Naval Lycee you would think that
Preparations for sum m er
The islands offer a host o f  op­
portunities fo r  recreation and 
amusement. Some will choose the 
sea,, others the countryside, and 
white we are talking o f  the islands 
in winter why don’t we give a little 
information on the Islands in 
summer.
L et’s start from  Kınalı again. 
You can bathe at Inci Point or right 
over on the other side at Kaya Point. 
Between Kaya Point and Manastır 
Bay there are a number o f  sites 
suitable fo r  camping. A s  fo r  
Burgaz, the shore between Mezarlık 
Point and Kumbaros Point is 
waiting with open arms to receive 
you.
Heybeti, the second largest o f  
the islands, has a great deal to 
offer the swimmer. The coast bet­
ween Yeni İskele and Alman Bay is 
particularly suitable fo r  bathing, 
and fo r  swimmers the area around 
Cam Limanı is absolutely ideal. 
Suitable sites fo r  camping can be 
found al Değirmen Point.
Büyükada offers plenty o f  op­
portunities fo r  swimming, walking 
and enjoying the scenery. Nizam 
Bay and DU Point are particularly 
suitable fo r  both swimming and 
camping. And one mustn't forget 
Karacabey Bay and Queen Irene 
Monastery on the other side o f  the
island.
On the islands one travels either 
by horse-and-carriage or donkey. A 
certain number o f  motor vehicles 
have appeared in recent years but 
these are not used fo r  public 
transport. The restaurants and 
coffee-houses are open all year 
round, and there has recently been 
a very great increase in tourist ac­
commodation. Modern hotels can 
be found on Büyükada and Heybeli, 
in particular. J
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ding the whole of Değirmen Point 
are absolutely deserted. One realizes 
what Yahya Kemal meant when he 
talks of something “ passing by like 
the sweetest dreams of a summer’s 
day” . There are no couples strolling 
hand in hand, or mischievous little 
rascals playing ball... And when we 
climb up the narrow winding paths 
to the tops of the hills, it is just the 
same.
Filled with nostalgia, and the 
freezing cold, we make our way back 
to the landing-stage. As we warm 
ourselves up with a cup of hot tea 
in the coffee-house we see the boat 
approaching.
WAITING ON THE SHORE6 
OF THE ISLAND
And now we are approaching 
Büyükada, the island of song and 
poetry. Conscious of the superior 
size it displays, a certain pride and 
dignity, and a certain  self-
confidence. But Buyukada, too, has 
its share of winter loneliness. The 
shopping centre around the landing- 
. stage is quite busy, but as soon as 
you set out for Dil Point you become 
aware of how empty and deserted 
everything is. The gardens are full 
of honeysuckle, hydrangeas, roses, 
stock and begonias, but all the shut­
ters in the villas are closed and a cur­
tain of oblivion is drawn over the 
Buyukada streets. It is as if all the 
poems and all the songs were com­
posed only for summer days.
But in w'inter. Biiyiikada loses 
nothing of its loveliness. 1 here is still 
the landscape created by a synthesis 
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History of 
Islands
The islands, which have, ini 
the course of history been known] 
under various names such as the| 
Priests’ Islands and the Princes’ | 
Islands, have been inhabited everj 
since the days of the Roman Em-! 
pire. They became really well| 
known, however, only after the | 
Council of Nicaea, when thej 
priests whom the Nicaean Council I 
had sent into exile built a l 
monastery there. The islands were | 
also famous as a place of refuge j 
for Byzantine Emperors who hac! 
been deposed and blinded.
The islands later became a| 
sort of summer resort, but thej 
name “ Princes’ Island” is derived 
from the fact that whoever manag-l 
ed to secure the throne would im-| 
mediately send the royal princes, j 
who might possibly emerge ası 
rivals into exile here. It was herej 
too that the Emperor Romanus| 
Diogenes spent his last years after I 
being defeated by the Turks in the! 
Battle of Malazgirt.
The islands fell into the hands | 
of the Ottomans at around the | 
same date as the conquest of] 
Istanbul, being invaded and final-! 
ly captured by a small fleet under! 
the command of Baltaoğlu| 
Süleyman Bey. Little importance ı 
was given to the Islands during the 
Ottoman period, but the great im-l 
provement in communications| 
resulting from the boat services in-j 
itiated by the Grand Vizier, Mustafa! 
Reşit Pasha, led to a great increase I 
in the Islands' population. This] 
process has shown a steady ac-i 
ceieration throughout the! 
Republican period.
The Islands have now become] 
a tourist centre, and during thei 
summer months it is absolutely! 
packed with visitors. As beautiful! 
in winter as in summer, the Islands] 
still constitute on of Istanbul's] 
favourite recreation and pleasure! 
resorts.
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of nature and history, and there are 
still the quiet lovely winding roads.
As we start out on our return 
journey ,in the darkness of a 
winter’s evening, waving farewell to 
this chain of islands with its bright­
ly shining lights and preparing to 
plunge back once agait? into the 
noise and bustle of the city we can­
not but help murmur the couplet by 
Yahya Kemal:
/  sat down here with my heart in 
melancholy sadness
Where are you, my beloved? 
Where are the summer days?
Kişisel Arşivlerde İstanbul Belleği 
Taha Toros Arşivi
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